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Make the Best of a Bad Situation 


Author's Notes: 
Nick an Marty\'s adventures continue. Sorry if it sucks. 


‘Bunk beds?” Nick screeched. ‘What the fuck kind of hotel has bunk beds?! 
‘This one, obviously, Marty deadpanned. 

Nick was fuming. 

‘Who the fuck booked us in here? 


‘Chill, dude. It's just for one night. The hotel fucked up and double-booked us. They said they're sorry but this 
is the only type of room they've got left: 


Nick rounded on him. 


‘But it means that we can't share a bed! 


‘Just for one night. So then tomorrow night itll be extra good. And a bunk bed is one bed, so technically we're 
sharing: 


Nick just looked at him, a pissy expression on his face. Marty continued. 


‘| actually kind of like bunks. And besides, there's two. You can have the top or the bottom, and if you take the 


bottom, you can hang blankets over the top one and nobody can see you: 
Nick looked up, his curiosity aroused. 


‘Yeah, so | could go down here, hang some sheets over the top one, and have a good jack off, and you wouldn't 


see*! 


‘If you were gonna jack off, I'd very much like to see, Marty shot back, ditching his shirt on the floor. ‘And 


besides, I'd hear you because you can't keep quiet for shit: 

Nick smirked. 

‘Yeah? Well, maybe after I've had a shower, he teased. 

‘You already had one after the show. 

Nick paused with his mouth open and ran a hand through his hair, which was still wet. 
‘Oh. | guess | did. God, | must be tired: 


‘I'm just gonna take a piss, Marty announced, swinging himself off the bed an discarding his sweatpants on the 


way, leaving him in nothing but his spider-man boxers. 


When he emerged from the bathroom, the sight which met his eyes made him smile. Nick had picked the bunk 
under his own, and thrown his shirt on the floor. He was now curled up, fast asleep, wearing just sweatpants 


and breathing deep and slow. 

‘Night, Nick. Love you, Marty murmured, gently brushing away some of the hair which had fallen in the 
drummer's face. For as annoying and immature as Nick was, and although they both treated each other like 
best friends, he truly did love the man on the bed, who now snuffled and opened one eye. 


‘Huh? Oh, night. Love you,' Nick smiled sleepily, and Marty chuckled to himself. 


He swung himself up the ladder and nestled into the bed and closed his eyes, sleep beckoning. He was just about 


to slip into slumber when a bleary voice floated upwards. 


‘Marty? 

He forced his eyes open. 

‘Yeah?! 

‘| didn't get a kiss goodnight: 

Marty sighed. 

‘You were basically asleep. l'm not getting out of bed: 

‘You don't love me, Nick whined, going straight for Marty's weak spot. 
‘Fuck, | do! | told you before | went to bed! 

Nick was in full-on whine mode now. 

‘Yeah, but you didn't kiss me. You must not have meant it: 
‘No, | didl 

‘Give me a kiss then‘ 


Marty leaned over the side of the bed, long curls swinging, to look at Nick The drummer sat there with an 


unbearably smug expression on his face. He was getting what he wanted and he knew it. 


‘Asshole,' Marty muttered. Sometimes when he was tired and he couldn't see Nick's face he had trouble 


knowing if he was serious or not. More often than not, he wasn't. 

‘No! Stay there, | wanna try something,’ Nick suddenly said as he slowly propped himself up on his elbows. 
‘The fuck? 

Nick slowly shuffled closer, and Marty remained there, with his body half hanging off of his bunk and his hair 
swinging with every movement. He could feel the blood rushing to his head as Nick drew near. He looked funny 
upside down. 


‘Dude, what are you doing?! He managed to ask, but Nick put a finger on his lips to silence him. 


‘This might be weird, but l'm gonna to it anyway’ 


Marty raised an eyebrow, doubting that it could be weirder than any of the other shit Nick had pulled on him 
in the past. 


Then Nick replaced his finger with his lips in an upside-down kiss, and his eyes fluttered shut. 


Marty was surprised at how pleasurable and different it was. Nick's bottom lip was pressed against his top 


one, and vice versa. It was almost completely foreign, and it was over far too quickly. 
‘Goodnight; Nick smirked smugly, after he pulled away and left Marty hanging. 


‘No, dickhead, you made me get out of my bed, so you can do better than that; Marty said in the most 


threatening voice he could muster. 
‘Oh how the tables have turned, Nick sniggered. 


He came back again, pushing their mouths together in an open-mouthed kiss. Both of them moaned, and neither 


of them meant to. 

Their tongues slid together, top against top, familiar yet foreign sensations shooting through them both. They 
knew the taste, but not the feeling. Marty found himself getting incredibly horny, much quicker than he ever 
had before. 


‘| think, Nick said breathlessly when they finally separated, ‘That we should sort out this bed situation, 


because l'm not very tired any more: 


Marty agreed with a vigorous nod, and then his vision started swimming. He'd been upside down for way too 
long, and the blood in his head was trying to get to other places. 


‘I've got a plan, he said as he pulled himself upright and back into his bed. 


Some time later, they lay together, sweating and exhausted, in a nest of blankets and pillows on a huge ‘bed! 
they'd constructed out of mattresses on the floor. Nick looked around him with satisfaction at the bare 
skeletons of the bunk beds, all pushed to one end of the room. As hard as it had been to completely strip 
them of everything with a major Marty-induced boner, it had been totally worth it. 

‘Hey, Marty? he asked presently. 


‘Mmmph. Yeah?” The guitarist rolls over and gazes up at him with doe-like eyes. 


‘| reckon we should try some more if that upside down shit later on’ 


Marty smirked, hiding his excitement. He didn't know why it turned him on so much, but the sex after that 


kiss had been awesome. Not that sex with Nick ever wasn't awesome, but this time it was especially so. 


‘Alright: At least it wasn't a foot fetish. 


Nick kept his voice down in the lobby of their next hotel after Dave and Junior had left. He leaned over the 
counter to talk to the receptionist, and their band management looked at him strangely. Marty only just 
managed to catch what he was saying, and he grinned broadly. 


‘| was just wondering if | could exchange my room for one with bunk beas..' 


